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pose of showing the way, the potency to live in
the memories of those who have been happy or
forlorn among them.
Much of the modern brilliance is due not
only to municipal operations but to the adver-
tisers and their night-signs* Some of us feel that
they have overdone it, but as advertisers do that
with everything, complaint is futile and perhaps,
in the circumstances, ungenerous. They have
given the evening face of London, if not jewels,
at least bright gauds, and have eased that note
of grief which used to mark its nocturnal. If, in
doing so, they have robbed it of serenity, the
young may be trusted to tell us that they miss
nothing. When the first night-sign was set up
above the heads of Londoners I cannot say. No
doubt the advertisers keep some record of the
pioneers in that calling whose very essence is
pioneering. The earliest that my memory offers
is one in Trafalgar Square which advertised
Vinolia Soap. I do not think it spelt it letter by
letter; that was a later innovation for the vexing
of our nerves. I think it was a stationary blaze.
I know that we stood and stared at it, even as
people from the shires now stand and stare at
the coruscating fables of Piccadilly Circus and
Leicester Square.
Perhaps the changes that have come over the
streets of London in my time are most immedi-